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1849     soon after two ; but not before Rhisto had taken to his own share of
-----      refreshment a water-melon about the size of a moderate  balloon.
JET. 62 Philippopolis is celebrated for its steam baths, and I required one. Moreover, they are most refreshing after long-continued exertion. So I dismounted from my saddle and walked with Rhisto to them, ordering fresh horses to be ready in two hours. I had felt some pain in the morning from an old musket wound, but nothing to cause me any uneasiness, and as I had been three days and nights in the saddle without cessation, I attributed it to the great exertion, and thought it would go off after my bath. I found, however, on undressing, that my linen was covered with blood. To make matters worse Rhisto was at this moment taken violently ill, and his once manly face turned quite livid. What to do I knew not. I suffered comparatively little pain, so, hoping for the best, I hurried on my clothes again, went back to the posthouse, mounted a fresh horse, and in a torrent of rain and wind, started on a long sixteen hours' stage to Eskew.
At first poor Rhisto reeled in his saddle like a drunken man ; but the saddle is the Tartar's home, and after the first hour or two he shook his illness off and became the same quiet, energetic, attentive creature as before. The rain set in, a regular deluge ; the country through which our horses struggled was a regular swamp, and they were nearly knocked up before they had completed eight of the sixteen hours. . . . We turned into a roadside khan, and telling,Rhisto to call me when the horses were restored, I threw myself on a wooden bench, and was fast asleep in half a minute. Rhisto told me afterwards that he had not the heart to wake me, and that I remained quite motionless for six hours ; but about three A.M. we were in the saddle again, and although the rain fell in torrents the whole day, by dint of hard riding we reached Adrianople at seven in the evening. . . The moon lit us cheerily enough out of Adrianople, but soon after ten our old luck returned ; the night was black and dark as ink, and again I could neither distinguish Rhisto nor the suriji, although they were only ten paces in advance. Whilst descending a hill rapidly my horse fell heavily and lay upon my right leg, but the ground was so soft, that beyond the shake I suffered no inconvenience, and I was in the saddle again before Rhisto, who had heard although he could not see the fall, could come to my assistance. . . . About eight on the following morning my horse again fell with me, and wonderful to say, although in falling he twisted the steel spur on my right boot like a piece of wire, my ankle was in no way injured.
That  evening  they  caught  a  glimpse  of   the  Sea  of Marmora, and it is easy to imagine what relief the sight must